who came were connected, in one way or another, with
the theatre. There were composers, writers of lyrics, play-
wrights and newspapermen. They would drop in at all
hours, and it seemed to make no difference to them at all
whether Bea or I was there. If we weren't, they would
immediately make themselves comfortable and wait for one
or the other of us to turn up.

We gave parties all the time. For one reason, it was
'such an easy thing to do. Whenever we gave parties, our
friends would send us flowers, sometimes superb food from
swanky restaurants 'and clubs, and a more-than-adequate
supply of wines and spirits. William Rhinelander Stewart
still hovered devotedly, and when spring came he sent a florist
with orders to plant and maintain the garden at the rear of
our apartment. With the warm, sunny weather our parties
moved out there. Our steady salonites included such grand
people as Neysa McMein, Dorothy Parker, Jeanne Eagels,
Bob Sherwood, Richard Barthelmess, Laurette Taylor, Will
Stewart, Eddie Mcllwain, Allie Mclntosh, George Ross,
Charles Dillingham, Jimmie Walker, Aarons and Freedley,
Oilman and Arden, Oscar Hammerstein, Howard Dietz,
Arthur Schwartz, Jerome Kern, Irene Castle, Fanny Brice,
June Walker, Estelle Winwood, Lenore Ulric, Billy Reardon,
Irving Caesar and Vincent Youmans, Zez Confrey, Kallmer
and Ruby, Rogers and Hart, George and Ira Gershwin,
Irving Berlin, Jules Glaenzer, Clifton Webb, Prince
Dmitri, Schuyler Parsons, Jascha Heifetz, Alexander
Woollcott and Eddie Goulding.

Alexander Woollcott quickly became one of our best
friends. He used to frown and shake his big head and
wiggle his fat forefinger in my face, like a schoolmaster.

"Young female, do you realize that you two girls have
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